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match or speak an unnecessary word. We knew what to expect if
the Viscaya caught us: months or years in Cabanas Fortress,
possibly a firing squad before its stone wall.
Our engines idling along at less than half speed, we headed
offshore, watching the Viscaya pass the light and disappear in the
bay; we then held a course from there to a little cove where we
were to land. One of Nunez's companions and two Cuban patriots
were set ashore on a point commanding the cove's entrance,
prepared to signal at the first sign of danger. Using barely enough
power to keep steerage-way, with a man on the ship's bow taking
soundings, we crept slowly to an anchorage less than a half-mile
from the beach.
Hatches were broken open, dories lowered, everyone began
working madly to unload. But several hundred boxes of dynamite
and percussion caps were handled gingerly, with a hope they
would not blow up until they had been placed on many bridges.
Two Hotchkiss guns, five hundred shells, two thousand rifles
wrapped in burlap in bundles of five, were handed down to the
dories. Hundreds of machetes in crates and two hundred and
fifty thousand rounds of rifle ammunition were relayed to the
waiting men.
Meanwhile, watchers on the beach had dashed away to notify
General Garcia's army, or stragglers from it, of our arrival.
Within a few minutes a crowd of ragged, wild-eyed soldiers were
helping us unload, manning the dories, carrying precious imple-
ments of war into the jungle. By daylight we had landed more
than a hundred tons of supplies for the rebel army.
General Nunez, now in full uniform, went ashore on the last
boat, after embracing everyone on deck from captain to cook and
promising to see us soon in New York. He would consult General
Garcia, learn his most urgent needs, manage somehow to procure
and deliver them. The Escobar steamed proudly out of the cove
and brazenly past Baracoa Bay, where the Viscaya lay at anchor,
The mate in passing thumbed his nose and gave her the equivalent
of a Bronx cheer. Then, rounding Cape Maysi, the eastern
extremity of Cuba, we rambled down through Windward Passage
and Jamaica Channel into the Caribbean Sea. We were on our
way to Boca Del Toro with a cargo of machinery.
Boca, as it was familiarly known, was probably the hottest spot
on tjie entire Mosquito Coast^ the favourite rendezvous, not tq